CANTO I.                                 37

HERE paused the harp; and with its swell

The Master's fire and courage fell:

Dejectedly, and low, he bow'd,

And, gazing timid on the crowd,

He seem'd to seek, in every eye,                        350

If they approved his minstrelsy;

And, diffident of present praise,

Somewhat he. spoke of former days,

And how old age, and wandering long,

Had done his hand and harp some wrong.         355

The Duchess, and her daughters fair,

And every gentle lady there,

Each after each, in due degree,

Gave praises to his melody;

His hand was true, his voice was clear,             360

And much they long'd the rest to hear:

Encouraged thus, the Aged Man,

After meet rest, again began.